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In the case of prose, the objection is slightly different. The
harmonics and overtones which, it is alleged, belong to the
language and cannot be translated, are not strictly musical, but
cultural. Two words like king and roiy like boy and ga-rgon^
may be given as equivalent in the dictionary, but their conno-
tations are different. He who was not brought up in the Ameri-
can scene, whose ears were not attuned to American speech,
whose palate does not respond to American savors, will never
fully understand American letters. Whatever lexicographers
may say, no flan m potiron can ever hope to be 'pumpkin -fie.
Conversely, it is argued that no American can ever read a for-
eign book without inflicting upon it some distortion, at times
frankly ludicrous.

That translation is impossible is one of those impressive
assertions in which profundity is artfully blended with mysti-
fication. Every book is "translated" by every reader into terms
of his own experience. When he comes across the word hills^
his imagination, if it be vivid at all, will evoke the hills which
are familiar to his eyes. The experiences of all Americans do
not by any means coincide; much of the "American Scene"
remains, geographically or socially, foreign to most of us,
Death Comes for the Archbishop, by Willa Gather, is an
American masterpiece, written by an American and for Ameri-
cans; the scene is laid in America; the subject is an authentic
part of American history. But, among the thousands who have
read this great book with delight, many have never been within
hundreds of miles of Santa Fe; there is nothing in their mem-
ory that corresponds with the austere and yet friendly majesty
of its landscape; nothing that will give them a clue to Indian
or Mexican mentality; nothing that will enable them to
fathom the soul of a priest.

If we could appreciate only the things of our own daily life,
we never could enjoy any book with a setting remote in space
or time. All exotic, all historical, as well as all foreign, litera-
ture, would be sealed against us. Even the masterpieces of
England, and Shakespeare's first of all, would be meaningless*